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I hold in my hand a photograph of one man I never knew.  Yet I look at this picture what seems like all day.  I feel as if I know him.  I stare into his blue crystal eyes with a hint of sparkle.  Then I shift my eyes lazily to his untidy black hair.  Slowly my eyes look at the entire view of his face – his unkempt hair, stern chin, comforting smile, and intelligent eyes.


I think of what could have become of this great man and me together.  Such a thought that I wish could come alive.  A man I only know from stories, pictures, and love will just be a man.  If only once we could meet and share our wildest dreams – it would be a pleasure.  In this modern world, that would never happen in a second.  But how my heart aches for love when I just glance at the familiar looking man.  


My mother rarely talks about him, but I ask her questions that pop into my mind occasionally.  If only I could know this great man!  Everything I hear of him is extraordinary.  He appears noble, courageous, loving, peaceful, wise, and amazing.  What had stopped his ever-so-great-life?  Every time I hear his name I want to cry out of sadness for I never knew him, but again he seems like a man I know.  Of course I didn’t, but why hadn’t I?


Once on a nippy winter day, I set off for a walk to ponder my thoughts.  I searched hard in my mind, not realizing where I was going, I ran splat into an older wise man that surprised me.


“Why! Hello.”


“Uh . . . Hi.”


“You look troubled. Are you?”

“Why is it your problem?” I said coldly.

“So you must be.”

“Ok.  Where does that get you?”

“No where.”


I started to walk away when the older man stopped me. 


“What’s on your mind?”


I looked at the elder man and felt it must be my duty to tell this man how I feel.  Though part of me objects, because he is a complete stranger.  I felt as though I couldn’t lose anything.


“It seems simple, but it isn’t.”


“Well?”


“Sir, with all do respect you never knew a man named George Pike did you?”


The man fell silent and answered cautiously, “Why, yes I did. What interests you?”


“He’s my father, I just feel I know him, . . . but I don’t.  He died before I was even born.  I can’t leave that alone.” 


“Yes. He died in ’87.  Sad thing – died from cancer.  Your mother is strong.”


“Oh yes.”


“Tell you what.  Take this, don’t lose it.” He handed me a beautiful shiny ring that shone almost always.


“What is it? Well I know what it is, but what is it for?”


“Shhh! Put it on your index finger and say, ‘lily flower love’ three times.  You shall see and be able to talk with your father, but it will only be for a short while.  It can be only used once.”


“How?”


“No questions. I must go.  Good luck boy.”  Off! And the old man was gone.


What do I do now?  I put the ring in my pocket and walked home.  What a weird man!  How many old men do you meet who give kids sparkly rings? Never, till now.


Later, I forgot about the ring and had other matters.  Not until, a week did I glance at it.  It hit me, why not try? So I found a quiet place and pulled out the ring.


What would I tell my dad?  Does it really work?


Feeling foolish I slid the silly ring on my index finger.  I chanted (feeling even more foolish), “Lily flower love, lily flower love, lily flower love.”  My eyes became blurry and I felt increasingly sick.  My stomach couldn’t take the pressure.  I felt as if I were going in never ending circles.  Slowly my vision came back to a small peaceful resting room.  My eyes averted to a tall handsome black haired man.  He was there – alive. 


“Hi son.”


“Hey dad!”


“I see you met Hal.”


“Hal?”


“The old man who gave the ring to you.”


“Oh yeah.” I said not even thinking, but focusing on my father.


“How’s mother?”


“Great. She misses you just as I do. She doesn’t talk much about you, but I can tell.”


“You have turned out great.”


“Thanks.”  I replied as I blushed.  Sitting there in the room, nothing mattered more, but the conversation I had with my dad.  For once, I felt nice and happy.  It seemed like any normal typical day.


“So, do you like school?”


“Not really.”


“I didn’t ever.  I mean, I was decent in my studies, but I never thoroughly enjoyed it.  So what do you enjoy?”


“I like spending time with Mom, listening to music, playing basketball, and just relaxing.”


“Great, you on a basketball team?”


“No. Dad, will I see you again?  I want to ‘cause I love you so much.”  My dad put his fingers on my lips.


“I am in here always.”  He pointed to my heart.  My vision blurred again.  If I became sick, it was only because I would never see my father again.  Overtime I knew I would realize he would always be with me, but it hurt.  When my vision came back once more, I started walking home in the busy bustling city of New York.  I pulled out the photograph once more and stared at him, he seemed glorious. Now I could reassure the feeling, for I knew the man with untidy hair. 

